THY GLORY SHALL PERSIST

attendants followed a royal figure. One held over his
master's head a curious object looking like a fly-whisk,
the whole in hard grey stone,

We emerged. Cut into the hill behind we saw two
ancient tombs, ornamented with sculpture.

"Will you please to get your luggages into the car, Sir
P?" said Rumi, waiting patiently for us. We reluctantly
turned our backs upon all that remained of the ancient
splendour.
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